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Pictures 


Author's Notes: 
Mmmm, for the love of Jerry... 


My tennis shoes made soft padding sounds on the store's thick pile carpet, just audible underneath the 
annoying thump of an Eminem track. Maybe l'm getting old, but thats not music to me. My sensibilities require 
something with a little more intricacy to it, a little more skill than just spinning a vinyl LP and pushing it back 
and forth beneath a phonographic needle. Still, my boy liked it. Maybe this was one CD he didn't have. Maybe 
he'd be less upset with me for being gone on tour all summer if | picked this up for him. I'd have to sneak it 
to him without the wife knowing, though. She still thought he was too young for Eminem. 


As | continued my way down the isles of CD bins, | rattled off the alphabet in my head. A--B--C-- 
C. 


| thought about it for a minute and stepped towards the table. My fingers flipped through the selections under 
his name. At the end of it was a handwritten note taped to the plastic divider. 


See Also Alice in Chains. 


Nope. No need to go there. Why would |, when the picture on the front of this disc was enough to throw me 
hurdling down memory lane? | steadied myself on my feet and studied the image | held in my hanas. 


Jerry. 


He was waist deep in a murky creek, surrounded by jagged lines of rustic, decaying tree branches, rubbing 
mud on an already smeared arm. Crescent shaped ripples gleamed white over the creek's surface, the water a 
different hue around him, probably due to his feet kicking up sediment. The entire picture was a color scheme 


of tans, browns, and greens, his hair darker now, not much lighter than the mud on his gently contoured body. 
Ahhhh. That body. 


Before | let myself get swept into a nostalgic tide, | grabbed the nearby Eminem CD and took both to the 
register for purchase. | couldn't wait to get home so | could be alone with my thoughts. As | walked around 
the mall, random memories played in my head like broken, silent, black and white movies. Well worn snapshots 
of my younger, wilder days. Every so often, a sound byte would kick in, and I'd hear his soft, cottony voice. 
Like cotton, because your skin catches on it. It doesn't smoothly glide over you, it kind of stumbles. That's how 


his voice sounded to me, like raw southern cotton, the kind that bakes in the hot summer sun in puffy white 


balls. Dry. Comfortable. 


When | got home, | retreated to my basement studio. Rolling across the wood floor in my computer chair, | put 


the disc in the player. | spun in a circle with my head tilted to face the ceiling. Then the first notes played. 


Immediately | realized this music was different. | hadn't expected such a departure from AIC, but | wasn't 
disappointed by it either. | understood the need to separate oneself. That was Alice and Chains; this was him. 


And this music was so him. From one extreme to the next. 
Snap shot. A crinkle of skin by a smiling eye. The soft heat of a laugh. 


The funniest thing about Jerry, he could be such a lighthearted, happy-go-lucky kid, and then, in the blink of 
an eye, turn into an old man, wise beyond his years. The picture in the CD booklet of him sitting on a porch 
beside his father reminded me of that. Young Cantrell. Old Cantrell. How | so easily fell for both parts of him. 
Someone who could make me laugh but then be protective and fatherly, very different from my interaction 
with Junior. | always felt like | needed to protect David. | never felt that way about Jerry. With him, | could 
relax and let go. A peer. Not a pupil. Not someone who looked up to me for approval, but someone who saw me 


eye to eye, who had his own ideas and ways of thinking. 


Different. Separate. Equal. 


At the bottom of the roll-out booklet, | noticed the picture of him lying on his back in the street. Shirt open 
His pose a mix of anger and seduction Eyes narrowed, mean. Arms limp and back in resignation. One leg relaxed; 
the other crooked up, guarding. Not so different than the way he looked the first time | laid him out on that 
creaky hotel bed in New Orleans. 


He wanted me to believe he'd never been with another man like that, but | didn't fall for it. You can tell when 
you're breaking a guy in. Not physically, | mean. Well, there are physical clues, the tightening, the hesitation, 
but I'm talking about the psychological, the emotional ones. There's usually a repulsion to touch, and especially 
to kissing. There was none of that with Jerry. In fact, he was the one that instigated our first kiss. Not a peck, 
you see. He never once just slammed his lips on mine or quickly darted in and away. At the get go, he open- 
mouth kissed me. Soft. Wet. Lingering. | still remember the taste of cigarette smoke on his tongue. It freaked 
me out because | hadn't smoked a cigarette in years, and Junior'd never been a smoker. Right away Jerry 


tasted dangerous to me. Right away that made my dick hard. 
Snapshot. Strands of corn flour hair strewn lazily across a pillow. The suck in of a breath. A sigh. 


As | continued studying the CD booklet, | drew my fingertip over the curve of his ribcage, smoothed my skin 
over the gray dot of his nipple, back down into the hollow of his stomach. When | closed my eyes, | could 
conjure up the sensation of my lips brushing over him in those spots. How my teeth nipped at his baby 
smooth skin. How my tongue pushed into the dip of his belly button and my spit slicked down the fine hair that 
trailed down into his jeans. The smell. Oh god, how | loved the smell of his skin. That was something else | could 
never forget. He smelled like olive oil, patchouli and puppies. | don't know why. What causes people to develop 
their specific genetic scent, | don't know, but even just the memory of that now tugged on the nerves in my 


lower abdomen, the ones that shot down into my groin. 

| closed my eyes and let my hand snake between my legs. Jerry's voice wafted in the air around me along with 
the clean notes of a low-distortion guitar. It sounded like he recorded this song in his house himself. So simple, 
no high-dollar-production polish. Actually the whole disc sounded like that. Raw. Earthy. So much more Jerry 
than the psychedelic darkness of AIC. 

Please me. Satisfy. 

The first time we slept together, he insisted on facing me. That made me uncomfortable. Junior and | hardly 
ever did it that way. | preferred doing it from behind. | didn't have to look into someone's face. | could focus on 
the physical sensations and not so much the emotions, you know? But Jerry wouldn't do it that way. 

"Roll over," | murmured, crouching over him on the bed. 

"Why?" 


"Just just do it" 


He smiled. "No." 


"C'mon, Jerr, it'll be easier that way. You don't want me to hurt you, do you?" 
"Some how | don't think it's my pain you're worried about” 


| remember watching his hands slowly pull the fly of my jeans open, each button resisting and then giving 
under the pressure. He stared at my crotch, studying it. 


"Jesus, you sure know how to make a guy uncomfortable," | grumbled. 


Laugh. He laughed at me. "Chill out, man. Why are you so tense? Did | scare you out of your comfort zone or 
what?" 


| thought about it for a moment. "Yeah, you did. Why don't you just do what | tell you since you claim to not 


know what you're doing?" 
"What do you mean by that?" 

My lips teased into a playful smirk "You're no virgin, Jerr. Anyone can see that 
"Hey, lm not lying. I've never done this before. 

"Then how can you be so at ease with it? This doesn’t make you nervous?" 

"No. | trust you." 

| scoffed "Maybe you shouldnt" 


"Dave, l'm not your bassist. l'm not James..or Lars..or whoever it is you've also done this with. | can handle 


whatever it is you give me." 
"Don't be so sure about that." 


"You're just a man" He playfully nudged my chest. "I don't expect you to do anything but be yourself with me. 
How bad can that be?" 


| stared at him for awhile. There he was being the man-child again. All he wanted was for me to be me. Not a 
leader, not a mentor, not a follower, just me. In that short conversation with him, he'd lifted ten years of 
weight off my shoulders. It was like that fable of the mouse that pulls the thorn out of the lion's paw. 


"Relax, man." 


| leaned down to kiss him then, a soft kiss, like the first one he'd given me. | relished the texture of his tongue, 


the way it seemed so pointy as it flicked at mine. It traced the edges of my teeth before pushing in deeper. 


Snapshot. | imagined him as a kid, riding a 10's banana seat bike, pedaling as hard as he could to make a jump 


on a homemade ramp, and not caring if he beefed it in the end, just wanting to say he tried it. 
"lm going to get some lotion," | whispered, leaning towards the bedside table. "It's gonna be a little cold." 


He watched attentively as | shook the tube and squirted some in my hand. He even sat up as | put it between 
his legs. 


"Shit, you weren't kidding about it being cold” 

His penis, semi-rigid, twitched as my fingers moved along his crack It lengthened before my eyes. 
"You like that?" | smiled. 

"About as much as you do." 


| followed his line of vision to my crotch and my own hardened cock. "I'm not going to do that yet," | whispered. 


"I thought we'd just play for awhile." 

He tilted his head back, closing his eyes. "Whatever, man. Just don't stop touching me." 

There | was smiling again. It felt good. He felt good. 

| continued moving my finger between his legs, just enjoying the look of pleasure on his face, watching the 
rising and deepening of his stomach, his rib cage expanding. For some reason, | couldn't wait for the natural 
loosening of his muscles. | rushed and pushed my finger in. 

"Oh shit," he huffed, eyes widened. "| wasn't expecting that." 

‘lm sorry. | wasn't expecting it either." 

He surprised me when he spread his legs and pushed himself against me, deepening my penetration 

| laughed. We were both surprising each other. 

‘lm not scared," he whispered. "I want this. | won't feel different about you when we're done." 


That thought had crossed my mind. How did he know this? Was he psychic as well? "Are you sure?" 


He nodded, straining his body against my hand. Then he reached down and grabbed me. "Don't wait, Dave. Do it 


now. 


And that's how it began. 
Its also how it ended. 


Snapshot. The weighted crinkle of an arm sliding into a leather jacket sleeve. The click of a lock. The tap of a 
door falling shut. Silence. 


| sat up in my chair, pushed the eject button on the CD player, replaced it to the case, and folded it shut. 


~fin~ 


